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Pleated ; for two only of thoſe three have yet been ſung. 


PREFACE. 


8 the Occaſion of this Poem was Real, not Ficti- 


4x6) tious ; | /o the Method purſued in it, was ra- 
LEES by impoſed, by what ſpontaneouſly aroſe in 
the Author's Mind, on that Occaſion, than meditated, 
or deſigned. Which will appear very probable from the 
Nature of it. For it differs from the common Mode of 
Peetry, which is from long Narrations to draw ſhort 
Morals. Here, on the contrary, the Narrative is ſhort, 
and the Morality ariſiug from it makes the Bulk of the 
Poem. The Reaſon of it is, That the Facts mentioned 
did naturally pour theſe moral Refleftions on the Thought 
of the Writer. 


It is evident from the Firſt Night, where three 
Deaths are mentioned, that the Plan is not yet com- 


But 


(ü) 


But fince this Fourth Night finiſhes one principal and 
| important Theme, naturally arifing from all Three, 
1 viz. the Subduing our Fear of Death, it will be a 
proper pauſing Place for the Reader, and the Writer too. 
And it is uncertain, whether Providence, or Inclina- 
tion, will permit him to go any farther. 


— — —— I 


7 ſay, Inclination, for This Thing was entered on 
purely as a Refuge under Uneaſineſ5, when more proper 
Studies wanted ſufficient Reliſh to detain the Writers 
Attention to them. And that Reaſon (thanks be to 
Heaven) ceaſing, the Writer has no farther Occaſion, 
I ſhou'd rather ſay Excuſe, for giving in, ſo much 
to the Amuſements, amid the Duties, of Life. 
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OMPLAINT. 


NIGHT the FIRST. 


He like the World, his ready viſit pays, 


Where Fortune ſmiles ; the wretched he for- 
| ſakes: 


Swift on his downy pinion flies from Woe, 


And lights on Lids unſully'd with a Tear. 


From ſhort, (as uſual) and diſturb'd Repoſe, 


F wake : How happy they who wake no more ! 
A 2 Yet 


FS 


Yet that were vain, if Dreams infeſt the Grave, 


I wake, emerging from a ſea of Dreams 


Tumultuous; where my wreck'd, deſponding Thought 


From wave to wave of farcy'd Miſery, 

At random drove, her helm of Reaſon loſt; 
Tho” now reſtor'd, *tis only Change of pain, 

A bitter change; ſeverer for ſevere : 
The Day too ſhort for my Diſtreſs and Night 
Even in the Zenith of her dark Domain, 


Is Sun-ſhine, to the colour of my Fate. 


Night, ſable Goddeſs ! from her Zbor throne, 
In rayleſs Majeſty, now ſtretches forth 
Her leaden Scepter o'er a {lumbering world : 
Silence, how dead? and Darkneſs how profound 2 
Nor Eye, nor lining Ear an Object finds; 
Creation ſleeps. *Tis as the general Pulſe 
Of life ſtood ſtill, and Nature made a Pauſe ; 


An 


* 


13 
An awful pauſe! prophetic of her End. 
And let her prophecy be ſoon fulfill'd ; 


Fate! drop the Curtain; I can loſe no more. 


Silence, and Darkneſs / ſolemn Siſters ! Twins 


From antient Night, who nurſe the tender Thought 


To Reaſon, and on reaſon build Re/olve, 

(That column of true Majeſty in man) 

Aſſiſt me: I will thank you in the Grave; 

The Grave, your Kingdom : There this Frame ſhall fall 
A victim ſacred to your dreary ſhrine: 

But what are Ve? Thow, who didſt put to flight 
Primæval Silence, when the Morning -Stars 


Exulting, ſhouted o'er the riſing Ball; 
O thou! whoſe Word from ſolid Darkne/5 ſtruck 
That ſpark, the Sun; ſtrike Wiſdom from my ſoul; 
My foul which flies to thee, her Truſt, her Treaſure ; 
As miſers to their Gold, while others reſt. 

Throꝰ 
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Thro* this Opaquie of Nature, and of Saul, 
This double Night, tranſmit one pitying ray, 


To lighten, and to chear: O lead my Mind, 

(A Mind that fain would wander from its Woe,) 

Lead it thro? various ſcenes of Life and Death, 

And from each ſcene, the nobleſt Truths inſpire :. 
Nor leſs inſpire my Conduct, than my Song; L 

Teach my beſt Reaſon, Reaſon ; my beſt Will 


Teach Rectitude; and fix: my firm Reſo xe 1 
Wiſdom to wed, and pay her long Arrear. 1 


Nor let the vial of thy Vengeance pour'd 


On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 
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The Bell · ſtrikes Oze : We take no note of Time, 
But from its Loſs. To give it then a Tongue, 


Is wiſe in man. As if an Angel ſpoke, 
I feel the ſolemn Sound. If heard aright, 
It is the Kuell of my departed Hours; 
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Where 
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1 Where are they? with the years beyond the Flood: 
7 It is the Signal that demands Diſpatch ; 

4 How Much is to be done? my Hopes and Fears 


Start up alarm'd, and ofer life's narrow Verge 
Look down-----on what? a fathomleſs Abyſs ; 
{> dread Eternity! how ſurely mine 


And can Eternity belong to me, 
J Poor penſioner on the bounties of an Hour? : 


How poor? how rich? how abject? how auguſt ? 
How complicate? how wonderful is Man ? 
How paſling wonder He, who. made him {uch ? 
Who center'd in our make ſuch range Extremes? 


From different Natures, marvelouſly mixt, 


Connection exquiſite of diſtant Worlds! 

Diſtinguiſht Link in Being's endleſs Chain ! 

«4 Midway from Nothing to the Deity / bs 5 
5 A Beam etherial ſully'd, and abſorpft! 

| 5 Tho' 


(8) 
Tho? ſully'd, and diſhonour'd, ſtill Divine! 
Dim Miniature of Greatneſs abſolute! be: 31 
An Heir of Glory! a frail Child of Duſt} 
H7lpleſs Immortal! Inſect infinite 1 
A Worm! a God ! I tremble at myſelf, Wi 
And in myſelf am loſt ! At home a Stranger, 


Thought wanders up and down, ſurpriz d, haft, 
And wond'ring at her πu How Reaſon reels? | 
O what a Miracle to man 1s man, : 
Triumphantly diftreſs'd ? what Joy, what Dread? 
Alternately tranſported, and .alarm'd ! - 

What can preſerve my Life? or what FIN » 

An Angel's arm can't ſnatch me from the Grave; "iS 


Legions of Angels can't confine me There. 


*Tis paſt d ; all things 8 in proof: 
While o'er my limbs S/ep s ſoft dominion ſpread, 
What, tho my Soul phantaſtic Meaſures trod, 


3 O'er 
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O'er Fairy Fields; or mourn'd along the gloom 

Of pathleſs Woods : or down the craggy Steep 
Hurl'd headlong, ſwam with pain the mantled Pool; 
Or ſcal'd the Cliff; or danc'd on hollow Winds, 
With antic Shapes, wild Natives of the Brain ? 

Her ceaſleſs Flight, tho* devious, ſpeaks her Nature 
Of ſubtler Eflence than the trodden Clod ; 

Active, aerial, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 

Unfetter'd with her groſs Companion's fall : 

Ev'n filent Night proclaims my Soul immortal : 

Ev'n ſilent Night proclaims eternal Day: 

For human weal, Heaven huſbands all events, 


Dull fleep inſtructs, nor ſport vain: Dreams in vain. 


Why then their Loſs deplore, that are not loſt ? 
Why wanders wretched Thought their tombs around, 
In infidel diſtreſs ? are Augels there? 

Slumbers, rak'd up in duſt, Etherial fire? 
B They 


| (: ID 3 
They live ! they greatly live a life on earth 


Unkindled, unconceiv'd ; and from an eye 
Of Tenderneſs, let heav'nly pity fall 

On me, more juſtly number'd with the Dead : 
This is the Deſart, this the Solitude: 

How populous ? how vital, is the Grave? 
This is Creation's melancholy Vault, 

The Vale funereal, the ſad Cypre/5 gloom ; 
The land of Apparitions, empty Shades : 

All, all on earth is Shadow, all beyond 

Is Sublance z the reverſe is Folly's creed; 
How ſolid all, where Change ſhall be no more? 


This is the bud of Being, the dim Dawn, 
The twilight of our Day, the Veſtibule, 
Life's Theater as yet is ſhut, and Death, 
Strong Death alone can heave the maſſy Bar, 


This groſs impediment of Clay remove, 


And 
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3 
And make us Embryos of Exiſtence free. 


From real life, but little more remote 


Is He, not yet a candidate for Light, 


The future Embryo, ſlumbering in his Sire. 


Embryos we muſt be, till we burſt the Shell, 


Von ambient, azure ſhell, and ſpring to Life, 


The life of Gods: O Tranſport! and of Man. 


Yet man, fool man! here burys all his Thoughts; 


Inters celeſtial Hopes without one Sigh : 
Priſoner of Earth, and pent beneath the Moon, 


Here pinions all his Wiſhes ; wing'd by Heaven 


To fly at infinite; and reach it there, 

Where Seraphs gather Immortality, 

On life's fair Tree, faſt by the throne of God : 
What golden Joys ambroſial cluſt'ring glow, 
In His full beam, and ripen for the Juſt, 
Where momentary Ages are no more? 


3 Where 


6-8-1 
Where Time, and Pain, and Chance and Death expire? 
And 1s it in the Flight of threeſcore years, 
To puſh Eternity from human Thought, 
And ſmother fouls immortal in the Duſt ? 
A ſoul immortal, ſpending all her Fires, 
Waſting her ſtrength in ſtrenuous Idleneſs, 
Thrown into Tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd, 
At aught this ſcene can threaten, or indulge, 
Reſembles Ocean into Tempeſt wrought, 
To waft a Feather, or to drown a Fly. 


Where falls this Cenſure ? it o'erwhelms myſelf. 


How was my Heart encruſted by the World? 
O how ſelf- fetter; d was my groveling Soul ? 


How, like a Worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In ſilken thought, which reptile Fancy ſpun, 
Till darken'd Rea/or lay quite clouded o'er 


With 


(19...) 
With ſoft conceit of endleſs Comfort here 
Nor yet put forth her Wings to reach the ſkies ? 


PI 
kD. 
>. 
«3 
wy - 
2 
X . 
7 £5 « 
« - 
"4+ 
£8 * 
1 2 
— 1 
4 
* « * 7 
31 71 
— 2 
* * 
Jn 
$0 
oy 1 
1. = 
1 
42 55 1 
56S 
5 4 
kg.” 7 
: Ya * 
45 
W 
4 
* 
*. 
; 
"= 
9 
os 
24 
2 
J 
25 
* 
. 


Night-viſions may befriend, (as ſung above) 
Our waking Dreams are fatal : How I dreamt 
Of things Impoſlible ? (could Sleep do more ?) 
Of Joys perpetual in perpetual Change? 

Of ſtable Pleaſures on the tolling Wave ? 
Eternal Sun-ſhine in the Storms of life? 

How richly were my noon-tide Trances hung 
With gorgeous Tapeſtries of pictur'd joys ? 
Joy behind joy, in endleſs PerſpeCtive ! 

Till at Death's Toll, whoſe reſtleſs Iron tongue 


| Calls daily. for his Milhons at a meal, 

I Starting I woke, and found myſelf undone ? 
7 Where now my Frenzy's pempous Furniture ? 
The cobwed'd Cottage with its ragged wall 
9 Of mould'ring mud, is Roya/ty to me ! 
q The Spider's moſt attenuated Thread 


Is 


E 
Is Cord, is Cable, to man's tender Tie 


On earthly Bliſs; it breaks at every Breeze. 


O ye bleſt ſcenes of permanent Delight ! 
Full, above meaſure! laſting, beyond bound! 
Could you, ſo rich in rapture, fear an End, 
That ghaſtly Thought would drink up all your Joy, 
And quite unparadiſe the Realms of Light. 
Safe are you lodg'd above theſe rowling Spheres ; 
The baleful influence of whoſe giddy Dance, 
Sheds ſad Viciſſitude on all beneath. 


Here teems with Revolutions every Hour; 


And rarely for the better; or the beſt, 


More mortal than the common births of Fate. 


Each Moment has its Sickle, emulous 


Of Time's enormous Scythe, whoſe ample Sweep 
Strikes Empire from the root ; each Moment plays 


His little Weapon in the narrower ſphere 


Of 
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Of ſweet domeſtic Comfort, and cuts down 


The faireſt bloom of ſublunary Bliſs. 


Bliſs ! ſublunary Bliſs ! proud words ! and vain : 
Implicit Treaſon to divine Decree ! 
A bold invaſion of the rights of Heaven! 
I claſp'd the Phantoms, and I found them Air. 
O had I weigh'd it &'er my fond Embrace 
What darts of Agony had miſs'd my heart ? 
Death! Great Proprietor of all! tis thine 


To tread out Empire, and to quench the Stars ; 

The Sun himſelf by thy permiſſion ſhines, 

And, one day, thou ſhalt pluck him from his ſphere. 
Amid ſuch mighty plunder, why exhauſt 

Thy partial Quiver on a Mark fo mean? 

Why, thy peculiar Rancor wreck'd on me? 

Inſatiate Archer, could not One ſuffice? 


Thy ſhaft flew thrice, and thrice my Peace was flain ; 
And 


(16 ) 

And thrice, e'er thrice yon Moon had fill'd her Horn: 
O Cynthia ! why ſo pale ? Doſt thou lament 
Thy wretched Neighbour ? Grieve to ſee thy Wheel f 
Of ceaſeleſs change outwhirl'd in human Life? | 


How wanes my borrow'd bliſs ? from Fortune's ſmile, 
Precarious Courteſy ! not Hirtue's ſure. 


Selt-given, /o/ar, ray of found Delight. 


In every vary'd Poſture, Place, and Hour, 
How widow'd every Thought of every Joy ? 
Thought, buſy Thought, too buſy for my Peace, 
'Thro' the dark Poſtern of Time long elaps'd, 
Led ſoftly, by the ſtillneſs of the Night, 

Led, like a Murderer, (and ſuch it proves!) 
Strays, wretched Rover! O'er the pleaſing Paſt, 
In queſt of wretchedneſs perverſely ſtrays ; 

And finds all Defart ow; and meets the Ghoſts 
Of my departed Joys, a numerous Train 


I rue 


1 
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I rue the Riches of my former Fate ; 


Sweet Comfort's blaſted Cluſters make me figh : 


I tremble at the Bleſſings once ſo dear; 
And every Pleaſure pains me to the Heart. 
Yet why complain“ or why complain for One! 


Hangs out the Sun his Luſtre but for me ? 


The ſingle Man? are Angels all beſide ? 


I mourn for Millions : *tis the common Lot ; 
In this Shape, or in that, has Fate entail'd 


The Mother's throes on all of woman born, 


Not more the Children, than ſure Heirs of Pain. 


War, Famine, Peſt, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 


Inteſtine Broils, Oppreſſion, with her heart 


Wrapt up in triple Braſs, beſiege mankind : 
God's Image, diſinherited of Day, 


Here plung d in Mines, forgets a Sun was made; 


There Beings deathleſs as their haughty Lord, 


Q Are 


6 
Are hammer'd to the galling Oar for life; 
And plough the Winter's wave, and reap Deſpair: 
Some, for hard Maſters, broken under Arms, 
In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 
Beg bitter bread thro? realms their Valour ſav'd, 
It ſo the Tyrant, or his Minion, doom : 
Want, and incurable Dz/ea/e, (fell Pair!) 
On hopeleſs Multitudes remorſeleſs ſeize 
At once ; and make a Refuge of the Grave : 
How groaning Haſpitals eject their Dead? 
What numbers groan for fad Admiſſion there? 
What numbers once in Fortunz's lap high-fed, 
Sollicit the cold hand of Charity? 


To ſhock us more, ſollicit it in vain ? 


Ye ſilken Sons of Pleaſure ! ſince in Pains 


You rue more modiſh viſits, viſit Here, 


And breathe from your Debauch : Give, and reduce 


Surfeit's 
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Surfeit's Dominion o'er you: but fo great 


Your Impudence, you bluſh at what is Right! 


Happy! did Sorrow ſeize on ſuch alone: 


Not Prudence can defend, or FVirtue ſave; 


Diſeaſe invades the chaſteſt Temperance; 
And Puniſhment the Guiltleſs; and Alarm 
Thro? thickeſt Shades purſues the fond of Peace; 


Man's Caution often into Danger turns, 

And his Guard falling, cruſhes him to death. 
Not Happineſs itſelf makes good her name; 
Our very Wiſhes give us not our with ; 

How diſtant oft the Thing we doat on moſt, 
From that for which we doat, Felicity ? 
The /mootheſt courſe of Nature has its Pains, 
And trucſt Friends, thro' error wound our Reſt ; 
Without Misfortune, what Calamities? 

And what Hoſtilities, without a Foe ? 


£ 
11 


Sa: Nor 


0 20 


Nor are Foes wanting to the beſt on eart nn: 


But endleſs is the lift of human IIls, 
And Sighs might ſooner fail, than Cauſe to ſigh. 


A Part how ſmall of the terraqueous Globe 
Is tenanted by man? the reſt a Maſte, 
Rocks, Deſarts, frozen Seas, and burning Sands; 
With haunts of Monſters, Poiſons, Stings, and * 
Such is Earth's melancholy Map ! 
More fad ! this Earth is a true Map of Man 
So bounded: are its haughty Lord's Delights 


To Woe's wide empire; where deep Troubles toſs; 


Loud Srrows howl; envenom'd Paſſions bite 


Ravenous Calamities our vitals ſeize, 


And threat'ning Fate, wide-opens to devour. 


What then am I, who ſorrow for myſelf ? 
In Age, in Infancy, for other's aid 
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Is all our Hope; to teach us to be kind. 
That, Nature's firſt, laft Leſſon to mankind : 
The ſelfiſh Heart deſerves the pain it feels; 


More generous Sorrow while it ſinks, exalts, 

And conſcious Virtue mitigates the Pang. 

Nor Virtue, more than Prudence, bids me give 
Swoln Thought a ſecond channel; who divide, 
They weaken too, the Torrent of their grief: 

Take then, O World! thy much-indebted Tear: 
How fad a Sight is human Happineſs 

To thoſe whoſe Thought can pierce beyond an Hour? 


O thou! whate'er thou art, whoſe Heart exults ! 


Would'ſt thou I ſhould congratulate thy Fate? 

I know thou would'ſt ; thy Pride demands it from me. 
Let thy Pride pardon, what thy Nature nceds, 

The ſalutary Cenſure of a Friend: 


Thou happy Yretch ] by Blindneſs art thou bleſt 


Dy Dotage dandled to perpetual Smiles : 


Know, 


( us 


Know, Smiler ! at thy peril art thou pleas'd ; 
Thy Pleaſure is the promiſe of thy Pain. 


Misfortune, like a Creditor ſevere, [3] 
But riſes in demand for her Delay 5” 
She makes a ſcourge of paſt. Proſperity, 


To ſting thee more, and double thy Diſtreſs.' . - 


Lorenzo, Fortunes makes her court to thee, 
Thy fond Heart dances, while the Syren fings, 
Dear is thy Welfare; think me not unkind; 
1 would not damp, but to ſecure thy joys :- 
Think not that Fear is ſacred to the Storm: 
Stand on thy guard againſt the Smiles of Fate. 
Is Heaven tremendous in its Frown ! moſt ſure, 


And in its Favours formidable too; 


Its favours here are Tryals, not Rewards; 

A call to Duty, not diſcharge from Care; 

And ſhou'd alarm us, full as much as Woes ; | 
Awake 
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( 23 ) 

Awake us to their cauſe, and conſequence, 

O'er our ſcan'd Conduct give a jealous Eye; 
And make us tremble, weigh'd with our Deſert ; 
Awe Nature's tumult, and chaftiſe her Joys, 
Left while we claſp, we kill them 3 nay invert 


To worſe than ſimple miſery, their Charms: 


Revolted Joys, like foes in civil war, 


Like boſom friendſhips to reſentment ſour'd, 
With rage envenom'd riſe againſt our Peace. 
Beware what Earth calls Happineſs ; beware 
All joys, but joys that never can expire: 


Who builds on leſs than an mortal Baſe, 


Fond as he ſeems, condemns his joys to Death. 


Mine dy'd with thee, Philander / thy laſt Sigh 


Diſſolv'd the charm ; the diſenchanted Earth 


Loſt all her Luſtre z where, her glittering Towers? 
Her golden Mountains, where ? all darken'd down 


To 


( 24 ) 
To naked Waſte ; a dreary Vale of Tears 
The great Magician's dead! Thou poor pale Piece 
Of out-caſt earth, in Darkneſs! what a Change 
From yeſterday.! Thy darling Hope ſo near, 
(Long: labour'd Prize !) O how Ambition fluſh'd 
Thy glowing cheek ? Ambition truly great, 
Of virtuous Praiſ -: Death's ſubtle ſeed within, 
(Sly, treacherous Miner !) working in the Dark, 
Smil'd at thy well-concerted ſcheme, and beckon'd 
The Worm to riot on that Roſe ſo red, 


Unfaded e'er it fell; one moment's Prey! 


Man's Foreſight is conditionally wiſe; 
Lorenzo] Wiſdom into folly turns 
Oft, the firſt inſtant, its Idea fair 
To labouring Thought is born. How dim our eye! 


The preſent Moment terminates our fight ; 


Clouds thick as thoſe on Doomſday, drown the next ; 
We 
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We penetrate, we propheſy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by Particles; and each, 


E'er mingled with the ſtreaming ſands of Life, 


By Fate's inviolable oath 1s ſworn 


Deep ſilence, © Where Eternity begins.” 


By Nature's Law, what may be, may be now ; 
There's no Prerogative in human Hours : 
In human hearts what bolder Thought can riſe, 


Than man's Preſumption on To-morrow's dawn ? 


Where is To-morrow ? In another world. 
For numbers this 1s certain ; the Reverſe 

Is ſure to none; and yet on this perhaps, 
This peradventure, infamous for lies, 


As on a rock of Adamant we build 


Our mountain Hopes ; ſpin out eternal ſchemes, 
As we the Fatal Siſters cou'd out-ſpin, 
And, big with life's Futurities, expire. 
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Not even Philander had beſpoke his Shroud ; 


Nor had He cauſe, a Warning was deny'd ; 
How many fall as ſuddain, not as ſafe ? . |. 
As ſuddain, tho* for Years admoniſht home: 
Of human Ills the laſt Extreme beware, 
Beware, Lorenzo / a ſlow-ſudden Death. 
How dreadful that deliberate Surprize? 

Be wiſe to day, 'tis madneſs to defer 

Next day the fatal Precedent will plead ; 
Thus on, till Wiſdom is puſh'd out of life: 
Procraſtination is the Thief of Time, 

Year after year it ſteals, till all are fled, 

And to the mercies of a Moment leaves 

The vaſt Concerns of an Eternal ſcene. 

If not ſo frequent, would not This be ſtrange? 


That *tis ſo frequent, 7016 is ſtranger ſtill. 
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Of Man's miraculous Miſtakes, This bears 
The Palm, „That all Men are about to live.” 
For ever on the Brink of being born : 

All pay themſelves the compliment to think 
They, one day, ſhall not drivel ; and their Pride 
On this Reverſion takes up ready Praile ; 

At leaſt, their own ; their future ſelves applauds ; 
How excellent that Life they ze&er will lead? 
Time lodg'd in their ow hands is Tos Vails ; 
That lodg'd in Fate's, to Wiſdom they conſign ; 
The thing they can't but purpoſe, they poſtpone ; 
Tis not in Foliy, not to ſcorn a Fool; 

And ſcarce in human Y/7/dom to do more: 

All Promiſe is poor dilatory man, 

And that thro' every Stage: When young, indeed, 
In full content, we ſometimes nobly reſt, 
Unanxious for ourſelves; and only wiſh, 
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As duteous ſons, our F athers were more Wiſe : 
At thirty man ſuſpects himſelf a F ool ; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his Plan ; 
At fifty chides his infamous Delay, 
Puſhes his prudent Purpoſe to Reſolve ; 
In all the magnanimity of "Thought 


Reſolves ; and re-refolves : then dies the ſame. 


And why ? Becauſe he thinks himſelf Immortal : 
All men think all men Mortal, but themſelves 
Themſelves, when ſome alarming ſhock of Fate 
Strikes thro' their wounded hearts the ſudden Dread ; 
But their hearts wounded, like the wounded Air, 
Soon cloſe, where paſt the ſhaft, no Trace is found: 


As, from the Ming no ſcar the Sky retains ; 


The parted Wave, no furrow from the Keel ; 


So dies in human hearts the Thought of Death : 
Even with the tender Tear which Nature ſheds 
3 O'er 


3 

O'er thoſe we love, we drop it in their Grave. 
Can J forget Philander ? That were ſtrange; 
O my full Heart ! But ſhould I give it vent, 
The longeſt Night, tho' longer far, would fail, 


And the Lark liſten to my midnight Song. 


The ſprightly Lark's ſhrill Mattin wakes the Morn; 
Grief's ſharpeſt Thorn hard-prefling on my Breaſt, 
I ſtrive, with wakeful Melody, to chear GD 
The ſullen Gloom, ſweet Philomel like Thee, 
And call the Stars to liſten - Every ſtar 
Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy Lay. 
Vet be not vain ; there are, who thine excell, 
And charm thro” diſtant Ages: Wrapt in Shade, 
Priſoner of Darkneſs ! to the filent Hours, 


How often I repeat their Rage divine, 
To lull my Griefs, and ſteal my heart from Woe ? 


I row] their Raptures, but not catch their Flame: 


Dark 
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Dark, tho' not blind, like thee Maonides. 


Or Milion ! thee; ah cou'd I reach your Strain! 


Or Hs, who made Mzonides our Own. 


Man too he ſung : Immortal man I ling ; 
Oft burſts my Song beyond the bounds of Life; 


What, ow, but Immortality can pleaſe ? 
O had He preſt his Theme, purſued the track, 


Which opens out of Darkneſs into Day ! 
O had he mounted on his wing of Fire, 


Soar'd, where I fink, and ſung Immortal man! 


